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         Thirteen-year-old Dennis O’Malley sat straight up in bed and threw off the covers. The time on his digital alarm clock read
         8:45 A.M., but the alarm hadn’t gone off. Now he was going to be late for school! He ran to his bedroom door and yanked it
         open. “Why didn’t anybody wake me?” he called out.
      

      “It’s Saturday, remember?” his mother’s voice answered from downstairs in the kitchen. “We thought you might want the extra
         sleep.”
      

      Extra sleep! Was she kidding? Dennis shook his head and rubbed his eyes. With only two days of the week to himself, every
         moment was precious!
      

      Dennis went to the window and raised the shade. Brilliant December sunlight poured over him, warming his face but leaving
         his bare feet freezing. Shading his eyes, he stared down at the quiet, treelined 
         street. Snow was piled up in drifts on the lawns where people had shoveled their driveways, but the street itself— and the
         sidewalks, too — were clear.
      

      “Yes!” Dennis shouted, pumping his fist excitedly. This was a golden opportunity, he knew. Moorsville was a winter resort
         town, and from now until April, blizzard would follow blizzard all through the long winter. The days with clear sidewalks
         would be few and far between. And without clear sidewalks, there would be no chance to skateboard.
      

      Skateboarding was Dennis’s passion — his favorite thing in the universe to do. He had been at it since his eighth birthday,
         when his parents had given him his first board.
      

      Ever since then, his family and friends had rarely seen him without his board. Flash, he called it. Every chance he got, Dennis
         practiced. First he’d learned the proper stance and balance, then how to stop and do turns. The next thing he knew, he was
         doing simple tricks. Now there was no one in Moorsville who could skateboard better than Dennis.
      

      The only trouble was, for five months a year, he had to wait for the occasional warm spell between blizzards. A kid could
         get out of practice completely 
         by the time spring finally came. Sometimes, Dennis wished his parents would move the family to Florida, or California, or
         someplace equally warm and sunny.
      

      Not that he didn’t like Moorsville. He had lots of friends there, and he liked his school and his teachers. It was pretty
         in October, when the leaves fell, and in May, when everything was in bloom. It was fine in summer… but unless you loved snow,
         the winters were bad.
      

      Dressed now, Dennis careened down the hallway, swung himself in an aerial arc over the banister post, and slid his way downstairs.
         He yanked open the hall closet door and pulled out Flash, along with his usual safety equipment — helmet, wrist guards, elbow
         guards, knee guards.
      

      Then, remembering his father’s rule — no skateboarding in the house — he tucked Flash under his arm and walked into the kitchen.

      His mom and dad were seated around the breakfast table, and the room smelled like cinnamon and coffee. Dennis’s mom, Diane
         O’Malley, was feeding baby Elizabeth from a jar of pureed peaches. Both baby and mother had flaxen blond hair and big blue
         
         eyes, although Diane’s peered out from behind a stylish pair of glasses.
      

      Dennis’s father, Russell O’Malley, lowered the paper from in front of his dark, handsome face and smiled at his son. Dennis
         had his dad’s dark hair and green eyes, and the same craggy smile. “Morning, sleepyhead,” Mr. O’Malley said, arching an eyebrow.
         “Going boarding for a change?”
      

      “The sidewalks are clear,” Dennis explained with a shrug. “Gotta go. See you later!” Grabbing a cinnamon roll with his free
         hand, he waved at his family and headed for the door. He stuck the roll in his mouth for a moment so he could grab the doorknob,
         and while he was at it, he took a bite.
      

      Just then, Felix, the O’Malleys’ black Lab, came bounding into the kitchen, barking his head off as he usually did when anyone
         in the family left the house without him. “Gotta go, Felix,” Dennis told him. “Here. Have some breakfast.” He broke off a
         piece of his roll and gave it to the dog, who chomped down on it happily, allowing Dennis to make a clean getaway.
      

      “Don’t forget we’re going to do some shopping 
         later today,” his mother called as he was leaving. “Be back in an hour if you want to go!”
      

      The cold air bit into his skin. The wind blew the kitchen door closed behind him, and he was out in the morning chill.

      “Whew!” Dennis muttered as he pulled up the hood of his parka and Velcroed it shut. He blew steam into the air with his warm
         breath, and the gusty wind blew it away. He sheltered his eyes from the glare the sun made off the snowdrifts, and looked
         around.
      

      The sidewalks were clear, not only of snow but of people, too. At nine on a Saturday morning, everyone in Moorsville was still
         inside, sipping their hot cocoa until the sun warmed things up and the wind died down a little.
      

      He decided to head east up Crabtree Lane, where the sun would be in his eyes but the wind would be at his back. He put his
         board down on the sidewalk and took off.
      

      Instantly, Dennis entered a different world. When he was moving along on his board, everything was transformed. He felt the
         energy surging through him 
         as he zipped past trees, houses, and parked cars. It was almost like flying.
      

      Dennis turned his face up to the morning sun, half closing his eyes. This was living!

      He came to the corner of Wells Avenue and took it with a forward turn. Then, at the spot where Mrs. Davis’s big oak tree had
         heaved up the sidewalk, he bent down, kicked his board into the air with his back foot, grabbed an edge, and did an aerial
         right over the raised asphalt. He landed perfectly on the other side of the bump and straightened up. Awesome! he thought,
         pulling in a deep, cold breath.
      

      The street went uphill now, and Dennis had to work a little harder. By the time he got to the top, he was out of breath but
         feeling much warmer. From here, he could see all the way to Ford’s Mountain, the local ski resort. Tiny black specks wound
         their way down the distant trails. Skiers.
      

      Dennis shook his head sadly. Skiing was definitely not for him. He had tried it once — and only once. He could still remember
         the pain and embarrassment.
      

      When he was seven years old, his parents had taken him out on the bunny slope. He had done very 
         well, too — so well that by the end of the day, he’d persuaded his dad to let him try the intermediate trail.
      

      Dennis had been a bit of a daredevil ever since he was in diapers and had climbed to the top of the jungle gym in the playground.
         All the grown-ups made a fuss over him that time, and he found that he liked the attention.
      

      But on the intermediate slope, he had been going much faster than he should have been. He came around a bend … and there was
         a fallen skier, right in his path! He tried to avoid her but couldn’t. They collided, and Dennis somersaulted over her, going
         airborne right into a tree.
      

      Six weeks later, Dennis was still wearing heavy casts on his right arm and leg. He swore to himself he would never ski or
         do any sport that involved speed and balance again. Of course, that was before he saw a group of teenagers skateboarding.
         It was love at first sight.
      

      For his next birthday, his parents had given him his skateboard, and after that, when winter came around, he just stuck with
         Flash and forgot about all his friends who went skiing up on Ford’s Mountain. 
         It was lonely being the only skateboarder in town for the winter, but it was better than being encased in plaster!
      

      Dennis looked down the long hill that led to his school. In warm weather, he had skateboarded down this hill a hundred times.
         But the memory of his skiing accident had put a chill into him, and at this moment, he just didn’t feel up to it. He tucked
         Flash under his arm and walked down the hill.
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Can a skateboard pro
conquer the slopes?






